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OUT THERE ALWAYS COMES A 
DAY OF RECKONING FOR SUCH 
AS PHILIP . . . 



WHO WOULD BUY THIS PICTURE? YOU 
I HAVE NO TALENT/ BUT IF YOU STUDY 
| MORE, YOU MAY SOMEDAY PAINT WELL 
I ENOUGH TO MAKE A BARE LI' 



V **"" '" Al wa 


L \ '-UP IF YOUR MONEY 


^EVENING... \\ 


I \ n (S G0Ne - * HAVE 


1 Sut — S --W 


■ NO MORE TIME 


NANETTE/ U 


PSj\ or LOve T0 


YOU SAID TOU J 


M. jj|\ WASTE ON 


LOVED ME . . J£> 


1W\ YOU/ ^jj 



IS&^m 



Tt*T H'CHT, 'I* * CHEAP 
Olf£ HEAR HIS ROOM IN 
•^rt* 1 THE RUE Ou 

MONTMARTRE, PHILIP TOLD 
HIS TROUBLES TO A STRANGER . 




Philip, in his 

HURRY, did 

not pause ro 

TAKE A CLOSE 
LOOK AT THE STRANSER 
WHO DIRECTED HIM, OR 

HE MIGHT HAVE TURNED 
BACK FROM THAT 
RECKLESS SEARCH. 



A.S PHILIP HURRIED 

•mm 

TOWARD THE TERRIBLE 
DESTIRf AHEaD;. HE 
WAS TO HAVE ANOTHER 
CHANCE TO TURN BACK 




NO, YOU 

CANNOT MISS IT 
PHJLIP RHODES.. . BUT 
WHAT ROAD YOU NOW 

TAKE WILL DETERMINE 
YOUR DESTINY/ 



ALTHOUGH IT IS \ 

ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE 
TO MAKE PHILIP — AND 
THE OTHERS LIKE HIM 
--BELIEVE IT, FATE'S 
DECREES ARE FAIR , 
GIVING EVERYONE 
JUSTICE AND AN 
EQUAL OPPORTUNITY TO 
SAVE THEMSELVES. 




GOOD EVENING, MY 
FRiEKD. X WOULD GO 
wo FURTHER IF I WERE 
YOU / THIS IS AN AREA 
OF SINISTER EVIL WHICH 
WISE AND DECENT MEN 
iVOID/ 



)OK WHAT'S HERE/ 
MUST BE A 
MOHAMMEDAN OR 
SOME KIND OF CULT/ 




with the rind of luck fate 
has wished out to me, i'd like 
nothing better than to 
take a crack at nim/..i 
tolo you to let me by / 
:y , . .oopps/ 




Ano so we have seen 

l PtHUP RHOOES SEARCHING 
| FOR A MAGIC FORMULA TO 
i OVERCOME LIFE'S OiFFKULTES. 



MY BUSINESS METHODS MAY SEEM 

STRANGE TO YOU, MY FRIEND. I HAVE 

A BARTER SYSTEM. 

YOU MAY HAVE ANY 

PICTURE IN THIS SHOP. 

ALL 2 WANT IN RE' 

TURN IS A PICTURE 

OF YOURSELF TO 

PUT IN ITS 



LET ME EXPLAIN. I CALL MY 
PICTURES PERSON ALITT POR- 
TRAITS. EACH PERSON WHOSE 
PICTURE YOU SEE HERE HAS 
ACHIEVED RICHES, DISTINCTION, 
FAME. WHATEVER THEY HAVE 
ACCOMPLISHED YOU MAY 

ISH. THEIR FORTUNE 
AND TALENTS MAY BECOME 
YOURS SIMPLY BY TAKING THE 
PICTURE YOU HAVE CHOSEN 
HOME 



THtSYOUNGMAN — OF COURSE. I 
CANNOT MENTION NAMES — WAS A 
FAMOUS ARTIST WHOSE PAINTINGS 
BROUGHT HIM EVERYTHING HE DE- 
SIRED. WHY NOT TAKE IT ? HANS IT 

WHERE YOU SEE IT EACH DAY 

ABSORBING THE PERSONALITY AND 
FORTUNE OF THE MAN PORTRAYED. 




THE ONLY BEAUTIFUL THWSS ARE 
THOSE OF EVIL AND HORROR / HOW 
MUCH MORE INTERESTING K WOULD 
BE TO PAINT THE SIRL AS SHE WOULD 
LOOK AFTER SHE 

HAD SEEN yf' YES, YES. 

STRANGLED/ /THAT'S THE IDEA/ 





On THE EERIE WASTELANDS OF THE SCOTTISH HOOKS, THERE 
ABE FOOTPRINTS OF A HOSE ANIMAL THAT TO THIS DAY 
DEFIES EXPLANATION. THE FANTASTIC TALE OF THEIR ORIGIN 
BEGINS IN THE LATE I9"> CENTURY WHEN TWO BRITISH 
EXPLORERS RETURNED TO ENGLAND WITH A GRUESOME " 
PREHISTORIC EGG THEY HAD FOUND IN SIBERIA 

BUT TRENT TOOK NO HEED AND WENT AHEAD WITH HIS 
EXPERIMENT ON THE DESOLATE MOORS . 




Months passed 
and the creature 
grew in size, 
strength and 

ugliness until 

ONE DAY. . 



The crea ture seized trent Am fled into 

THE MIST, f PETER FOLLOWED THE MONSTERS 
FOOTPRINTS UNTIL . 





THE TERROR-STRICKEN MAN RACED 
TO A NEARBY TOWN FOR HELP. THE 
TOWNSPEOPLE REACHED THE TERRIBLE 
SCENE AND WERE CONVINCED THAT A 
GHASTLY MONSTER WAS ON THE 
LOOSE. NO TRACE WAS EVER FOUND 
OF THE PREHISTORIC BEAST, BUT 
EVERY SO OFTEN A BLOODLESS 
CORPSE IS FOUND ON THE MOOR AS 
EVIDENCE THAT THE FANTASTIC 

ANIMAL FROM THE PAST STILL 

EXISTS / ANOTHER STRANGE TALE 
RECORDED IN THE ANNALS OF 

THE SUPERNATURAL/ . , 

THE END 



mm&mm 




NOT A CHANCE 


IF I T 


^^HERE HE IS 


WE SHALL ] 


1 WAIT/ 


IF YOU THREE 


\ YES... IT 
J IS-TRUE/ S 
J YOU HAVEN'T 


I HAVE 


FIGHT EM. BUT 
USE MY HEAD 


CAN 3 


i SHARE HiM F 'A H _ i , i, S WL ..' 
1 ALWAYS SHARE OUR y\ 


1 ALWAYS UHAMt TUUH 

\ VICTIMS FAIRLY. .WHY 


YOU WHO ; 


OUTSMART 


THE 


DOPES/ 


W^ VICTIMS. 


LET £ I 


[ IS IT THAT ONE OF 


1 BEEN HONEST 


IS THE 








^A US BEG 


N/ -A8 ' 


r you is 


FATTER THAN , 


^ WITH US, j 


PLUMP ONE. 
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V THE OTHERS ? /-*' 


\ KATO/ A 


you've 
















BEEN 








^ yff 


^ ^ 








CHEATING 
. ON US / M 
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y<Hr DELIVER THEVAUPIRE TO THE CIRCUS j 
PEOPLE, BIFF... BUT THEYHAVE A 

.SURPRISE IN STORE FOR YOU. . . 

YOU SAID FIVE 
f GRAND AMD THAT'S | 
WHAT IT'S G0IN6 
TOBE/ I AIN'T 
UNNIN" A BARGAIN \ 
. BASEMENT/ . 



PAY UP OR I'LL 
TAKE IT OUT OF ' 

YOUR HIDES/ 



t ( OKAY, BIFF/ DON'T \ 
GET EXCITED „ 




Yes, it's a deal.biff/ 
he calls your bluff 
\ and you're off to 

•^h SICILY BY PLANE. 




This is rue blackest of all your deeds, 

BIFF STONE .. .AND I SHALL RECORD TIN 
y THE BOOK OF FATE FOR THE DAY OF RETRIBUTION. 




A « 



'Afystery 



Greed has been the instigator of many crimes, we 
strangest of these criminal acts occurred in the late 
part of the nineteenth century in a european country, 
martin kroner was a greedy man by nature and a 
spendthrift by desire. his callous use of money 
always left him in dire straits. one night he 
visited his elderly uncle to seek a loan . 




That morning, 
kroner was 
found strangled 
lying across 
his uncle's 
open coffin — 
THE OLD 
MAN'S GNARLED 
FINGERS STILL 
IN A DEATH 
GRIP AROUND 
HIS NEPHEW'S 

THROAT/ 

HIS UNCLE'S 

PREDICTION HAD 

COME TRUE/ 

KRONER'S AVARICE 

HAD ONLY BROUGHT 

HIM TO A BRUTAL, 

SUPERNATURAL 

DEMISE/ 

Itwe tWQl 



dVwtafc 





^^j But IT WiS ALfiCMOY TOO LATE... 4S 
'WTii 6F0*6E CHiNOALL FOUND OUT WHCN 



BEWARE, GEORGE 
CR6NDALL/ YOU" 
ABE ABOUT TO 
TiMPpB WITH 

MIGHTY BOWEBS' 




I DON T HAVE TO STAY HERE AND 
LOOK FOR DEATH ACCOUNTS OF EVIL 
MEN IN THESE PAPERS/ I'VE GOT A 
BETTER IDEA f THE HISTORICAL MUSEUM / 
OF THE OLD WEST HAS THE ONLY COM v 

PLETE FILE OF OLD WESTERN 
NEWSPAPERS--- THERE'S \ 
WHERE I'LL FIND MORE 
THAN ENOUGH DEATH t 
ACCOUNTS OF 
OUTLAWS AND „ 
[LLE« 





Again and again the phantoms 
from the past struck. . in a 
h fiendish orgy of murder 

AND MAYHEM f 




I'VE GOT* FORTUNE IN LOOT 1 

►bGmthe raids, but r wa 

TO SEC THAT RAILROAD 
BANKRUPT BEFORE I TURN 
MY ATTENTION 



OU AGAIN r I DON'T KNOW WHO 
3 WHSTfOU ARE. BUTTHERE 
MUST BE SOMETHING M'flHTY 
USEFUL TO ME IN THI9 P&Z* '* 
DON'T WANT ME 




NO ESCAPE 



He stood alone and looked about him at the 
great, massive studio, a thousand miles from no- 
where, and he marveled at the wisdom of the man 
who had had him brought here. 

"Evil is abroad'in the world," the man had said, 
"and everywhere there is violence. Man is bent on 
destroying life ... but here, far from the clash of 
armies, we will collect all knowledge, even if the 
. rest of the world destroys itself." 

Yes, Taras- Amrat was indeed wise. And here, 
beneath the roof of this hidden castle, he had 
gathered the greatest of men, the foremost in all 
the arts and sciences, so that the seeds of new 
knowledge, new life, would again grow. 

"To each 1 have given his appointed task," said 
Taras Amrat, "and tor you, my dear Barto, I have 
a commission that even the great Michaelangelo 
would have envied." He was a tall man, this Taras 
Amrat, with a withering eye and a head as proud 
and bold as a lion's. When he spoke and fixed his 
eye on Barto, the artist was near to trembling. 

"You shall paint," Taras Amrat had continued, 
"the history of life in th*is world. Your first canvas 
will 'show the actual moment of Creation, and then 
all the slow growth of this planet will be por- 
trayed. The first living cell ... the primeval mists 
and primordial, slime — all the ages, all the painful 
evolution from' the moment of this planet's incep- 
tion, some four billion years ago, to its destruction 
some few billion years hence. All these things, my 
great Barto, you shall paint — and till extinction 
... the world will be forever indebted to you." 

And then Taras Amrat was gone, and Barto 
Homolka was alone in this great studio with its 
wealth of canvases and brushes and paints. And in 
one corner of the room was a great library with 
all the books Barto might need for his research. 
Barto remembered the garret he had lived in, with 
its moulding rafters and the chinks in the wall 
through which the wind whistled, and he recalled 
also the days and nights that had been torture be- 
cause he had been hungry, and he knew il was a 
signal honoMhat an unknown, impoverished artisl 
should be so" chosen. And he fell .to his task with 
unbridled energy. t 

He scoured through tomes of astronomy and 
geology and marinology. He read of the constella- 
tions in the sky and cellular growths under water 
and on the land. All the evolution of man and 



beast fell under his ken, And always he made 
sketches in pencil and charcoal and color. And 
finally when he began the first of his canvases he 
felt he was on the road to great achievement. 

He painted long and hard and carefully. And 
when his last brushstroke was applied, he stood off 
to survey his work. And as he stood and studied 
the canvas, his brow grew dark. For though every- 
thing was in its proper place, the flame was gone 
from his brush. It was good but not great. The 
genius was missing. He had painted the Beginning- 
— but the moment of Creation had failed to come 
to life. 

Yet Barto had known failure before, and soon 
he gathered up his brushes and started again. Can- 
vas after canvas he filled, and always when he 
was finished he shook his head. He asked then to 
speak to the master, and when Taras Amrat stood 
before him he pleaded to begin elsewhere. 

"Perhaps I am not-'in tune to begin with the 
Creation,;' he said. "My thoughts are filled with 
atomic fission and nuclear design. Why can I not 
paint these first and then go back to other sub- 
jects?" 

But Taras Amrat shook his head. You are 
young," he said, "and there is plenty of time. And 
besides, this is as I have planned it." 

"But I' am not a machine," cried Barto. "You 
shall have the paintings— but let me follow the 
needs of my spirit." 

"I have given this mu*h thought," said Taras, 
"and I have decided otherwise," 

But Taras had great wisdtrm and he knew when 
a man nears his breaking point, and he instructed 
Barto to rest. 

"Walk about;" he'saW. "I will have you meet 
my other great ones. Converse with them. Rest 
from vour work." 

And Barto did so,. He conversed with the sculp- 
tor and the composer and the historian. He ex- 
changed thoughts with the physicist and the as- 
tronomer and the chemist. But always his work 
■ troubled him and he could nor lay it aside, even 
in his talk, and finally the'ehemist said: 

"I once analyzed paints and soils from which 
[hey are made. There are strange clays in this 
garden. Let me make some paints from them for 
you !" 

Barto wailed impatiently for the new paints. 



Perhaps with them his brush would live again. But 

as he waited, his artist's eye continually roved. 
That tree now, yonder, on the knoh of-the hillock, 
growing out of the rock — that, he knew he could 
paint, nnd his heart yearned to put them on 
canvas. 

And then one day the chemist stood before him, 
frail and bent but with eyes agleam. "Your 
paints," he said. "EresK tubes, all." 

Barto seized the tubes, and as the chemist turned 
away, a thought clutched Barto. A nonsensical 
thought, irrevelant, but ho had to ask. 

"Why," he demanded", "why is everyone so bent 
and old here — and I a man in my prime?" 

"Wc have been here for many, many years," 
replied the chemist "And the artist before you — 
he, happy soul, died." 

"Happy?" cried Barto. "Died?" 

"Have you not heard? The roads here lead only 
to the castle. None leads out. There is no escape." 

Barto stood aghast. "No escape?" 

"No escape . . . Now, paint!" 

And Barto painted. But not the Creation.. His 
heart was filled with what the chemist had told* 
him, and he stood his easel by the window and 
painted the tree. At least, thai was beyond these 
walls^— was free. He painted through the mid- 
morning and through the afternoon, and just as 
dusk fell he applied the last stroke. And at the 
moment he made the curlicue which represented 
his name, he heard a clap of thunder, louder than 
any thunder he had ever heard, and a flash of 
lightning brighter than any lightning he had ever 
known, and when he looked out the window the 
tree was gone. The rock stood naked and where 
the trunk had sprouted, nuw issued a pale wreath 
of smoke. 

And Barto marveled. 

But his heart was freer for painting his desire, 
and that night he slept sound. 

He was awake with the dawn, and behind his 
bolted door he set up a fresh canvas. This time too 
he would capture the old genius, the old strength 
that had once been his, and his heart leaped as he 
saw the rock, the little hillock, take shape upon the 
canvas. He painted with the frenzy of yesterday, 
and as the sun dwindled he put' the finishing 
touches to the canvas. And then, with a flourish, 
he made his curlicue of a signature. 

And as he lifted his brush, there was a thunder- 
ing noise and a blinding flume of light, and Barto 
was flung to the floor and it was minutes before 
he could see again. And when he looked out, the" 
rock — the rock on which the tree had stood — 
was gone, and the hillock too was gone, and 
where they had been the" earth gaped like a 
mighty wound. 



And this time a fearful dread crept into Barto. 
"These pigments," he groaned. "There is glory in 
them— but also death. At the finish of a painting 
. . . there is the finish also of the subject,* 

And that night Barto,could not sleep. 

He awoke thinking of his old studio, and the 
cobbled street beneath, with ,the children running 
lightly in their play, and the hundred little things 
that had made his life fruitful, if sometimes hun- 
gry. And he thrust aside the new pigments and 
with his oid paints began the canvas of the Crea- 
tion. He made canvas after canvas, and still he 
was not satisfied, and the master cJme and gazed 
and he too shook his head. 

"No," said Taras Amrat, "1 do not see the 
Creation in this. If is almost like destruction." 

"But the moment of Creation." Barto protested, 
"ic tin to the moment of extinction . , .."* 



"Try again," said the 

Canvas after canvas Barto filled, and his heart 
grew 'more and more black. He saw himself 
doomed to stand here, day after day till he grew 
old and mouldy and finally died, never painting 
what he wanted, never going-, never doing what he 
w.-mted. And suddenly, with a hoarse oath, he 
seized again the chemist's pigments — the paints 
with which he had painted so gloriously . . . and 
so destructively . . . 

And his brush flew. Into the night he worked, 
and his few hours of sleep were fitfuf, 'and again 
he Rung from his' bed and attacked the canvas. 
The Creation grew under his fingers — the creation 
that was so like extinction — and as the day waned, 
he stood off and saw that now his former genius 
was again resplendent on the easel. The Heavens 
were opened and the ball of the earth was flung 
from the sun in a chiaroscuro of incandescent 
light and obliterating darkness such as no painter 
had ever captured. 

And Barto stood and rnarvc-led, and in the 
blackness of his heart there crept a strange joy — 
a knowledge that soon these prison walls would 
no longer hold him . . And quickly he bent to 
give it the last strokes. And then, as always on 
the completion of a painting, his brush coiled 
to give the final touch,, the curlicue that was his 
signature. And .at the moment the tip of his brush 
rose from the canvas, in Barto';, instant of free- 
dom, the sphere of the Earth became an immense 
— an 'incandescent, glowing ball of flame— and the 
blast that ripped the Earth was the thunder of 
Eternity; and the Heavens, as far as the Milky 
Way, shook and In the distant constellation, of 
Andromeda, a million light years distant, a scan- 
ning eye, had it been there, would' have seen a 
strange glowing ... a glowing as of a planet be- 
ing born ... or of a planet in a burst disinte- 
grate ... 




Among those who strongly opposed Walter's trip were his fiancee . .. and his editor . 



BUT THE INVITATION YOU 
RECEIVED WASN'T EVEN 
SIGNED, WALT/THERE'S 
NO TELLING WHAT 
YOU'LL BEGETTir 
YOURSELF INTO/ 



THE ' NECROMONICON* 

UST ABOUT THE 
ONLY BOOK OF THE 
OCCULT I'VE NEVER 
READ/ I'VE GOT TO 
GO.ELLEN 




SORRY I CANT FINISH 
THAT STORY I PROMISED 
YOU, FRANK--- I'VE 
GOT TO GO UP TO THE 
CATSKILLS ON URGENT 



OU TOO, WALT? EVERY 
WRITER WHO WORKS 

FOR ME HAS COME UP 

WITH THE SAME EXCUSE 

TODAY/ WHAT'S GOING 

THE CATSKILLS 

CONVENTION OF 

.NTASY WRITERS? 




HMMM .. MAYBE OTHERS COT THE 
SAME INVITATION 1 DID/ THE NOTE 
ASKED ME TO BE AT THE CASTLE ) 
DUSK TOMORROW.. .SO IFT WANT TO 
GET THE JUMP ON THOSE OTHER 
GUYS, I'D BETTER 
START NOW/ 





SoRSEhoca )V 



With desperate urgency, walter returns to his 
apartment to checkhis research books, makes 
a few purchases ata drug house, and hurries 

TO THE AIRPORT. . . r 



r JUST PRAY THAT MY RESEARCH BOOKS ARE 
RIGHT WHEN THEY SAY THAT A VOODOO SPELL 
VANISHES WHEN THE BEING WHO ORDERED 
THAT SPELL CAST IS DESTROYED ' 




As THE BELLADONNA POWDERS MIX WITH THE 
FLAMING GASOLINE 




I-I BELIEVE HIS STORY NOW/ AND IP HE GAVE ] 

IFE TO SAVE US, THEN THE LEAST I C 
DO IS PRINT HIS STORY.. .WALT LAWSQN'S 
LAST STORY... 





AUAZIHG DOUBLE-ACTION mlmcm THAT 

CONCEALS If MEDICATES 



PIMPLES 



ACNE, TEEN-AGE PIMPLES, 
SURFACE SKIN BLEMISHES 
and IRRITATIONS! 




Leading 
SKIN 
SPECIALISTS 

RECOMMEND THIS 
DOUBLE TREATMENT 



HIDES PIMPLES ON LIGHT, AVERAGE t DARK COMPLEXIONS! 



|J HVH.M lo fc.lp <,..„ 



SURE, QUICK RESULTS -WORKS LIKE MAGIC! 
; SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR mmwr ^ rwrmmm 

DOUBLE YOUR MONET BACK! ■"FHli:TT«l:lMT 



m 



SKIN DOCTORS STATE THAT 
TO NEGLECT YOUR SKIN MAY 
PROLONG YOUR COMPLEXION 



ri 
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SCOPE PRODUCTSCO.,0.pt.2OJ,l 0«h ,dSI.,NewYo,l<2,N.Y. \. 



CHEW IMPROVED FORMULA 

CHEWING GUM! 
REDUCE 



Up 
to 



Dr. Phillips 

Plan 



1 



5 lbs. w«k ** 

Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr. 
Phillips recommends-7-without starving — without missing 
a single meal! Here for'yoa Now — a scientific way which 
guarantees you can lose as much weight as you wish—or 
you pay nothing! No^Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or 
Laxatives. The Amazing thing is that it is so easy to follow 
— simple and safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and 
every week you lose pounds safely until you reach the 
weight that most becomes you. Now at last you have the ■ 

doctors' new modem way to reduce — To acquire that " 

dreamed about silhouette, an improved slimmer, excit- SUPPL 

ing more graceful figure. Simply chew delicious im- - OHV 

proved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpidine Chewing Gum and 
follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This wholesome, tasty delicious 
Kelptdine Chewing Gum contains Hexitol, reduces appetite and 
is sugar free. Hexitol is a new discovery and contains no fat 
and no available carbohydrates. Enjoy chewing this delicious gum 
and reduce with Dr. Phillips Plan. Try it for 12 days, then step on 
the scale. You'll hardly believe your eyes. Good for men too. 



Money-Back Guarantee! 10 Day Free Trial! 



Mail tfca eoupon now! Tart l>i» amaiin? Dr. Phillip* ELPIDINE CHEWING 
6UM REDUCING PLAN for 10 dayi at.eur iipm If a«ar IB day. your 
Iriandi, your mirror and your teala do not toll you that you hava lort walgnt 
and loot tlimrnor you pay nothing. 

AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO, Dept. CH-14 318 MarUt St., Newark, N. J. 

Jurt mail tit your nama and addraii. and %IM eaih, chaek or manoy^rdar. You will roealva a 12 day ttpply 
of KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM (Improvad Formula), and Dr. Phillip. Raduclng Plan porta** prapatd. 

NAME „ ADDRESS.. , „ 



STATE... 



...CITY... 



L] Sond ma Spacial 24 day wpply and FREE 12 day packaga for 1240. I undarstend that if I am not daltghtad 
with KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM and Or. Phillip, Rurfuelng Plan, I can rats* '" 10 dayi far full purchaw 
prico rafund. 



SENT ON APPROVAL — MAlMC^u%$fc3N NOW! 



